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lzzy loves heroin. 


He doesn't like the struggle of getting it and taking it, he doesn't like how it consumes his life, he doesn't like 
how quick the high goes and how he never even gets it sometimes, and he doesn't like who he is while taking it 
but good god, he fucking loves heroin. 


He loves how it makes him feel, and he loves how it makes him feel about things. It's so hard for him to get 
real happy. Some nights, it's like edging. He gets so, so close, but he never ends up happy and when it doesn't 
happen he gets fuckin’ depressed, drinks a bit more and wonders if he ever was happy. But on H, Jesus, he still 
ain't there but he gets closer than he's ever been and that's fuckin’ enough sometimes. 


And he last shot up a few hours ago, the high is well gone, and he's pushing back any need for another one 
with magic and coke and it's because of them that he likes standing here, in a dive club that reeks of piss and 
vomit. He likes how the pink lights are so saturated that they dull everything, and he likes how concentrated 
and stimulating this little part of his life can be. 


He likes magic and he likes coke, he likes them very much, but not as much as heroin. Not nearly enough. 
"Here," comes a midwest drawl, and Axl thrusts a beer into his hand. "This place is a fuckin’ shithole." 


And Izzy likes how they - magic, coke, smack - make things sound, how they make Axl's voice drip and 
evaporate and swirl around him and melt into the saturated gaudy pink hue around the both of them and 
merge with the horrible fucking music they play. 


"Music's awful," Izzy agrees. 


Their group of friends have scattered around the club, rammed shoulder to shoulder with strangers, shoving 


their way through the crowds to get to the bathroom to pursue more illicit activities. 
Someone says whiskey shots, and Izzy says yeah, fine. 


Izzy likes drinking too. He's impartial to coke though its evil to kick, he's alright with acid but he had a bad trip 
once and he's a bit sour that it made him a little religious. Magic is fine by dictionary definition but it messes 
with his emotions; he can't feel sad when he takes magic, and he's left ecstatically knowing that what he's 
experiencing is the happiness he's been hunting for but it's such a synthetic, polyester, fake happiness that he 
feels like shit when he comes off it. He doesn't understand it all but he knows what he likes and what he 


doesn't. 
He likes heroin and he likes booze and like he said before, that's enough. 


Someone hands him overflowing whiskey in a tiny plastic shot cup, and it spills down his hand. Someone else, 
maybe Axl, playfully hits the cup with his own, cheers, and then they both knock it back and Izzy radiates 
when his throat burns. His body floods. 


The DJ - shit, can you even call him a DJ? - starts playing Whitney. Some of the ladies cheer. 


When Izzy drinks heavily, it gives him visions of a past life. He gets his intuitive side from his mama. He used 
to babble when he was little and she used to babble back, then she'd talk about auras and stones and when 
she went to talk about past lives his dad would shut the conversation down completely. None of that shit, Sonja, 
fuck's sake. She'd grow quiet and leave it, but before she did she'd always say J, youre an old soul, one of the 


oldest ve ever known. 


And to hear old soul, you know, Izzy would think smokin’ weed, travelling, wearing fair trade cotton 


When Izzy started drinking in clubs, he began to feel something magnetic in him trying to leap outta his body. 
When he'd smoke outside, he'd feel something hedonistic that was never part of his personality and then when 
he heard old soul, he'd think of the Middle East, and he'd see bright blue fluorescent lights where there were 
none. He'd taste nicotine when he wasn't smoking and he'd feel the bitterness of the winter when he was 
indoors in the summer and strangest of all, he felt a sense of impending violence, physical or sexual, and felt 


completely at peace with it. 


He also found, incredulously, that he hated boats and seaside towns and managed a much simpler deduction 
that in one of his many past lives, he was a fisherman that drowned at sea 


Right now, he feels in tune with a past life. A very specific one, he can feel the same magnetic pull in his 


stomach, a sad one, the oxymoronic peaceful prospect of a muted sexual violence creeping up into his lungs. 
Synth pop blares in his ears as he sips his beer, shoulder to shoulder with everyone he's ever known in this 
awful club. Axl stands in front of him, glaring around, sipping his own beer; he moves to go to the bar, maybe 


to grab someone and suggest that they leave, but all of a sudden Izzy's lines kick in and he grabs Axl's arm 


violently and pulls him over almost aggressively. Axl almost spills his beer. 
"Yo, the fuck-" 
Izzy shoves his mouth onto Axl's ear, "dance with me." 


Axl takes Izzy's shoulders and pushes him back, repulsed. 
"Fuck are you talking about?" Axl shakes his head, turning back to the bar. 


| want to dance, come and dance with me." Izzy hears his own voice so completely disjointed from reality. Axl 


hears it as a junkie chatting total shit. 
"Lay off the coke," he warns, shrugging Izzy away. 


Izzy reaches out and touches Axls shoulders, Axl flinches slightly, like he's had an electric shock. lzzy wishes 
his high could seep in to Axl through his fingertips. He wants to share it. 


"Izzy, fuck's wrong with you tonight?" 

"Dance with me" 

"Goddamn it, Izzy, no," Axl shrugs him off again, “find someone else” 
Izzy doesn't want anybody else. 


Izzy's hands melt into Axl's shoulders and his arms and Axl, with his body still turned towards the bar, finds 


himself inexplicably being pulled backwards into the crowds, swallowed by the waves, whirling, drowning. 
"Izzy," he goes to say. 
"Just one dance," Izzy's voice hangs in the air behind him. 


Axl almost slips on spilt beer as he's pulled aggressively backwards. He knows, then, that he's not fallen 
overboard, he's not romantically melting into the saturation and the hue; it's just Izzy, royally fucked up, 
unceremoniously heaving him into a crowd of vomit and beer and sex to dance to some absolutely shitty 


Erasure type bullshit. Axl flails. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you," he says firmly, spinning around and smacking Izzy in the chest. Izzy 
stumbles but maintains his composure, and calmly follows Axl's manic hands with his own, confining his wrists 


and pulling him further into this dead fucking sea. 


Izzy doesn't ask him to dance again 
He accepts on his behalf. 


Axl shoves his face into Izzy's. 
"You let me fuckin’ go, or I'll beat the shit outta you right here an’ now," he hisses out low. 


"Gonna spill me like a glass of wine," Izzy says back, in a low tone, one of the most bizarre analogies Axl's ever 
heard. That's not a metaphor, that's the ramblings of some madcap junkie. Axl doesn't fancy a part of this. He 


struggles against Izzy's arms and calmly goes to exit the floor. 


Izzy recognises the struggle and instinctively lets go of his hands but when Axl goes to walk away he snakes a 
hand round his waist. And Axl responds to the touch in a way independent to his brain, the only way he knows 
how, he clenches his fist and goes to land a sharp one to Izzy's eye socket but Izzy's mouth ends up on his 
ear again and is pleading no, no, please, its okay, it's okay, Just this one song, just this one. Izzy falls into him and 
Axl plants his hands firmly on Izzy's shoulders and chest, pushing him away. 


"You're fucked up," Axl snaps, trying to haul him away. 
Ím not, Im not, are the words falling out of Izzy's mouth but he doesn't mean them cos everyone in the 
fuckin’ universe, his mama, his dad, the president, the trobriand fucking islanders know that Izzy is so fucked 


up. Royally fucked up. Fucked up beyond repair. 


The people around them are casting glances, avoiding them, trying not to get knocked over in the chaos. Izzy 


doesn't care enough for his own good, and Axl cares far too much. 


‘Izzy, get the fuck off me," Axl's rage begins to spike as his voice lowers and Izzy can recognise it, he knows it 


so well, so he allows himself to be manoeuvred away but he can't let go because if he lets go Axl will be 


swallowed by the crowd and he'll go back to the bar and he'll drown, just like Izzy in one of his past lives; he 
can't let that happen. 


He holds on to Axl lightly but steps back. 

Fuck," he murmurs, "sorry." 

Axl is inexplicably annoyed. 

He looks round across the floor for any one of their friends, any one person that could come and rescue him 
cos Izzy may be on the skinny end of 140 but shit, he can put up a fight and it's not a hypothesis that Axl 


wants to test and, you know, he feels threatened. 


But Izzy so childishly holds tight to the air around Axl's body, hands floating and tracing the static from the 
fibres of his clothes, completely unable to let go. 


"Come on," Axl says, sighing. "Let go an' I'll get you another beer." 


"After this song," Izzy tells him, eyes lightly shut, and Axl wonders if maybe he's just been sleep fuckin’ 


walking this whole damn time. 

And Axl scans the room, eyes scrambling, looking for anyone to help remove this dark, looming shadow floating 
around in the shallow waters of the club. Like a ghost of sleep paralysis, like an apparition waiting in the 
current to cart him off to limbo when he finally succumbs. But there's nobody. There's nobody. 

"Izzy," Axl says again, and when a new song starts up Izzy sways gently, cold hands urging Axl to do the same. 
Axl wonders what he did in a past life to be stuck here. He wonders what shitty karma he must be owed to be 
stuck on a pissy dance floor in a downtown club with his goddamn junkie of a friend. Nah, they ain't gonna be 
friends after this, man. No fuckin’ way. 

"Axl," Izzy says back 


Axl wriggles his way from Izzy's possessive grip, very slowly so as not to spook him, and he finally succumbs. 


"You want one fuckin’ dance?" Axl grits his teeth. He knows better than to argue with a junkie. He'd have 


better luck arguin' with a fuckin’ brick wall. 
Izzy's eyes open sleepily, "yeah, just one. Just one." 
He's making more sense. 


"IIl dance with you," Axl says bitterly, and when Izzy's face lights up Axl shoves him sharply. "But don't you 


dare put your fuckin’ hands on me again tonight." 
Promise, promise, | promise, lzzy's words scramble out. 


Axl's dad never liked Izzy or his family. White trash, hick kids, gypsies. Axl's mom would stay quiet, ‘cause she 
went to school with Izzy's mom and they'd always have a gossip when they'd cross paths. And for Christ's 
sake, she'd think, Sonja did the best with what she had. And for Christ's sake, she'd say nothing. 


Axl thinks of this as he takes a sip of his beer, eyeing Izzy cautiously. Axl used to resent his dad for the shit 
he'd call Izzy, ‘cause Axl thought he was fucking amazing. Nowadays, he knows damn well what his dad meant, 
gypsy is a gypsy is a gypsy, takes and steals and shoots up and so pathetically begs and moans, and Axl thinks 
zy, what the fuck happened to you? ‘cause Izzy ain't big bad Izzy no more, with the ripped jeans and the 
bummed cigarettes and the stolen vodka. Izzy's fucking wiry, shit at guitar, and pulls stunts like this when he's 
fucked up, and Axl's sick of it now. He's outgrown him. 


But Axl dances anyway, humours him, and together they begin to blend into several others dancing in a similar 
way, and from then they blend into several more; like a fucked up, pink hued mitosis, like a pissy smelling 


binary fission 
"Why do you wanna dance so bad?" Axl half smirks, having to speak loud over the music. 


Izzy smirks back, and puts his mouth close to Axl's ear. "I didn't do it enough last time." 
Axl doesn't feel like questioning it. 


True to his word, lzzy keeps his hands to himself, and he moves sluggishly to the music. He isn't trying to 
induce visions, but he's so incredibly conscious of Axl standing right in front of him that he doesn't even find 
himself thinking about, well, anything. He feels, yes, a horrible magnetic pull in his stomach and a blossoming 
suspicion of evil in his lungs, the dire need for a cigarette and more booze, the deep, dark crevice of so nearly 


happy, but all of this he feels alongside Axl's annoyance and bad dancing. 
"Your dancin’ is shit," Izzy laughs to himself, and Axl's head snaps up. 


"What?" 


"You can't dance for shit," Izzy says again, low, and Axl can't make him out over the music but knows he's 


getting insulted. 


"Fuck you," he says, jabbing Izzy in the stomach. Izzy takes the opportunity to pull Axl's hand, holding it up, 
spinning him around Axl humours him, and then elbows him in the chest as he takes a sip of his beer. For as 
much as he is simply humouring him, he's not having a horrible time. There's plenty of other places he'd 
rather be, but there's something just so fuckin’ entertaining about Izzy's face so dreamily ten fucking miles 
away while his body moves independent from his head, compelled by christ, compelled by the music, compelled 


by that oxymoronic peaceful prospect of muted sexual violence, it's all so ridiculously unfunny and horribly 


entertaining. 


Axl throws his hand over Izzy's shoulder, still clasping his beer bottle and letting his entire arm dictate the 


distance between them. For Axl, a cautionary gesture; for Izzy, a sensual one. 


‘Cause when Axl slings his arm onto Izzy's shoulder, it shocks through the both of them. Time is stretched 
out like a rubber band for all of a single second, and as it comes snapping back Axl is once again fusing into 
Izzy and Izzy's psyche is bleeding into Axl and Axl is wondering why the fuck Izzy looks so scared all of a 
sudden ‘cause goddamn, he was the one that wanted to dance. Axl didn't feel the electric shock that Izzy did 
and he certainly doesn't feel the phantom high that Izzy is so sure is absorbing into Axl's arm and steering 
through his veins. 


Axl takes a cautionary step back, but Izzy follows him forward. Its the world's most fucked up slow dance. 


Axl places his other hand on Izzy's bicep as he takes a sip of his beer, separating them. Izzy slyly has a hand 
on Axl's hip, and they're both still moving to the music. Axl's looking out for some girls or something to maybe 
beckon over. Axl's interested in absolutely anything else and Izzy's interested in Axl. 


Izzy sometimes wonders about Axl's past lives. He can feel how fresh Axl's soul is under his clothes and his 
skin, how truly brand new he is. Izzy's soul is dusty, creaking, thousands upon thousands of years old - 
thousands upon thousands of years of drowning at sea and thousands upon thousands of years sweating under 
blue fluorescent lights. Axl is so clean in comparison. Izzy is drawn to that. Moth to a flame, he's drawn to 


that. 


And you know, sometimes, he could absolutely kil Axl. He could send him straight into the next fuckin’ life 
that's waiting for him, age him that little bit quicker, but goddamn, Axl's already aged more in this life than 
Izzy had in ten 


And moth to a flame, lzzy is drawn to that. 


"This song fucking sucks, lzz," Axl groans and Izzy chuckles, taking advantage of the small shift inwards that 
Axl had taken and winding his hands a little further around his waist. 


Axl finds himself in an awful position, pushed up against Izzy, his chin level with his shoulder. Izzy winds 
further into Axl, almost hugging him. Axl throws his arm over Izzy's shoulder again and pushes away from his 
chest with his other hand, like he did earlier, in an attempt to distance him. Izzy's body, however, is riddled 
with a thousand tiny electric shocks, every part of his body stimulated by Axl's warmth and touch. He can't 


get enough of it. He's overdosing. 
Izzy places his forehead against Ax''s. 


Maybe Axl felt the electricity then, ‘cause he flinches. 


"Song's over, lzz," he whispers sourly, dropping the facade as quick as he picked it up. He doesn't move, but 
looks directly up at Izzy with huge, angry eyes. 


‘It ain't," Izzy murmurs, and he don't know if Axl's right or not but, god, please, don't let it be over. 


He pushes his head further into Axl's and Axl recoils, thinking that Izzy's about to plant a big one on his 
mouth. Axl's hand tightens around his bottle, ready to smash it anywhere that needs be. Izzy don't want to 


kiss him, just wants to disarm him. 


And disarm him he does. Axl leans back as Izzy leans in, desperate to dislodge himself. He's deathly afraid that, 
fucked up in the rosy pink, Izzy thinks he's a woman. 


And when Izzy presses his nose into Axl's, his face slotting into all the curves and shapes, there's a second 
where Axl subconsciously accepts what's about to happen, though to call it a second may be too long. Point 
naught five of a second, in which his entire body involuntarily relaxes. He disarms. And when he realises what 
he's doing, he snaps back, and when Izzy realises what he was doing, they look at each other. Izzy inexplicably 


goes to move forward. 

"No," Axl tells him, and stares at Izzy with a coldness that, in his fucked up state, he really feels seeping into 
his veins and freezing over. The lovely high freezes over. Record scratch. It's gone. Axl breathes in and 
composes himself. 

"Song's over," he says again and bangs his fist casually against Izzy's chest, and he exits the dance floor. 
Izzy turns after him, of course he does. 

"Come on, no, no, it's not," Izzy says, following close behind. 


"It is for you," Axl says, singsong, and keeps walking, polishing off his beer. 


Izzy doesn't know why he cares so much. He thinks that he had one shot at happiness and Axl just ripped it 


away from him. Izzy wants to rip it back. 


He reaches out threateningly to tug Axl back by the collar but incredulously stops. He lets him peel through 
the waves, like Moses parting the red fucking sea, leaving Izzy behind, like the pharaoh, to drown all over again 


He probably would've done something real stupid if he hadn't let him go. And maybe in the rosy pink hue, it is 
easy to think Axl's a woman, though Izzy thinks that wouldn't reassure him much. He would've ended up with a 


black eye and a lead singer vacancy. 


He's glad he didn't do it. Sad that he didn't, like, and sad that he let what could've been one shot at feeling 
content in a moment slip right through his fingers, but he's glad that he didn't because he knows it wouldn't 
make him happy. He knows he'd be looking at Axl and thinking is this the best I could fucking do? and then he's 


sad because even Axl is out of his reach. Fuck's sake. 


He weaves through the ocean of people and spilt beer, splashing through puddles, and gets to the bar and 
orders a shot of straight whiskey. He knocks it back and it feels so good to feel it going down but then he 
thinks, shit; is it worth spending your whole life getting fucked up just to see your past ones? And a lot of the 
time it's a yes, ‘cause he's got nothing else to do with it. He spends this life taking heroin 


To heroin he says, it's not living if it's not with you. 

Sometimes he thinks that's the case, that he can't live without heroin. But then, even when he's fucked up, he 
thinks that maybe he can, when he dances with Axl and sees shine in his eyes and how resentful he is to be 
dancing with a junkie. He dances with Axl. He sees Axl. 

It's not living if it's not with you. 

And its hard as fuck to live when you're not addicted to something, god knows he's tried enough. Izzy grew up 
addicted. An addictive personality, that's what his mama called it. He couldn't ever just like something, it had to 
tear his life apart. And allowing that to happen probably stunted his emotional growth and left him so unable 
to be happy. But then, he thinks, maybe he just saw too many movies and happiness ain't even real, 

Except it is real, and he thinks that maybe he's unlucky. 

He's been happy before, but there's always a creeping idea that it's going to end soon. And it does and you 
know, he's left thinkin’ that he should've just been happy. 

He's a self sabotage. 

I's not living if it's not with you. 

Izzy loves drugs. Izzy loves booze, and Izzy might love Axl; those electric shocks ain't unique to tonight. Maybe 
when he gets fucked up in the next life, he'll be able to look back and see what he was missing. But, you know, 
it's not- 


Hey, comes that midwest drawl from his right. 


He'll keep loving heroin, keep loving coke and booze and Axl. 


And he'll think about the four of them and conclude that it's not- 
Were heading off. You coming with? 

It's not- 

Yeah, he says back. Of course. 


You know, it's not living if its not with you. 


